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PLEASURES AND PALACES 


There Are Motor Cars and Motor 
Cars — But — 


\ot Every Department Store Clerk 
Is Courted by a Millionaire — 


BY ROYAL BROWN 


had much to say, but at the end of 
ten minutes Denr.y emerged and. 
walking down the marble staircase 
with her bead held higher than ever, 
almost walked Into Stacy Ames. 

"Say!'* he announced reproachfully. 
"I*d begun to think you'd given me 
the go-by.” 

•‘Oh!’* she retorted, 

I—I’m sorry, but- 

Exactly five minutes later Jimmy 
gave the steam faucet a twirl and 
threw the Stlllson wrench into hie 
bag. 

"I’m sorry,” Milly murmured, help¬ 
lessly. "I Just thought that If I could 


for you, miss?*' the austere-eyed 
Moulton was demanding. 

"You can stop looking as if you 
thought I had something contagious,** 
Denny suggested coolly. 

Moulton started. "Beg pardon. 
' miss?' she gasped Incredulously. 

“Oh, run along!” commanded Denny 
Impatiently. 

■ Moulton obeyed and Denny inspect¬ 
er her room as a kitten might Inspect 
a new and strange garret. Then she 
j turned to her bath, with its ‘white 
tiled floor. It was the tub itself that 
I staggered Dfhny. This was of marble 


key by relapsing into a gTtm silence. 

"Egypt's Queen!” thought Denny, 
"if this la the way they eat in society 
give mo a quick lunch." 

The only ones who did not seem 
depressed were Milly and a tanned 
with very white teeth 


h Cromartie was not without 
masculine t harm. In evening 
clothes, as grand marshal of 
tho annual ball and benefit of the 
Plumbers* Union, Local No. G«3. he— 
well, Denise Lnydon had reason to 
look like the kitten who has swal¬ 
lowed the canary. 

For the sake of Penny ho even 
dared the depths of Marston’s bar- 
era in basement, where sh ewas "At 
Home” from eight-thirty to five- 
thirty every weekday. 

"Oh, I'll say you’ve got him 

hooked!” acknowledged pert-lipped, 

dark-haired Number $33. "My Marty 
wouldn't come down here for a couple 
of farms. I hope,” she added gra¬ 
tuitously, "that you aren’t throwing 
ourself away on him, though. If I 
vniir looks I’d marry a million. 


young man 
who sat beside each other across the 
table from Denny. 

The moment dinner was finished 
Mllly's companion sought Denny out 
"I wonder if we couldn’t skip off 
somewhere,” he suggested audiclously. 
"Mrs. Winthrop-Chlsholm is going to 
take forty winks and everybody else 
will be comatose for the next half 
hour." 

Denny glanced up at him. He re¬ 
minded her somehow of Jimmy. 

"Please coroe,” be urged. "I've ar¬ 
ranged for a moon on tho sea-" 

She hesitated, and was lost 

The wind was off the sea, fireflies 


startled. "I- 




begged me to. And there's that” 

"I don't think you’re very nice. ’ 
flashed Milly. 

"Neither does she,’* he retorted, "so 
that makes it quite unanimous. I sup¬ 
pose.” 

And thereupon he took his depart 
ure down the back stairs over which 
he had come. 

The door by which bo had entered 
gave Into a latticed-in areaway. He 
had left his flivver drawn up so that 
Just the rear end showed beyond this- 
He lifted tho cover up, hurled bis bag 
in, slammed the cover down and 
lighted a match. 

"You.” said the softest voice Imag¬ 
inable, “weren’t very long, were you?” 

Jimmy could only gape incredu¬ 
lously. 

"If you don’t want me here,” Denny 
challenged quickly, “I'll- 

Jimmy swallowed. "I do.” he said, 
fervently, "but I thought-” 

A blush ran from her throat to her 
lovely hair. 

"Oh. Jimmy!” she broke in impetu¬ 
ously, ”1 suppose we’ll get like the 
McCarthys and quarrel all the time, 
but I’d—I'd rather quarrel the rest of 
my life with you than any man I 
know!" 

"You mean—” 

She nodded. “I think,” she assured 
him, "that I might have gotten a 
| Shields double-six at that, but—oh, 
| Jimmy, I love our flivver!” 

' She thrust open a battered door in¬ 
vitingly and he got !n. 

"But you said," he began, "that the 
i old lady-” 

| "Did yiu think,'* she demanded, 
i "that I’d stay here getting the willies 
while that Katie Kennedy grabbed 
! you? I guess not!” 
j Then, swiftly, she snuggled up 
. against him. 

"Home, James—dearest,” she eom- 
I manded. And. glancing up at him 
from under her beautiful lashes, ebo 
. added. " *Mid pleasures and palaces—’ 
: there’s no place like It, is there. 
Jimmy?” 

He swallowed. "And you’re giving 
them all up?' • 

"Well," confesed Denny, "Mrs. Win- 
throp-Chlsholm is awfully mad at me 
I now, but I wouldn’t be surprised if 
she’d be sport enough to send mo the 
stuff she bought for me anyway. It 
—It would make a lovely trousseau. 
Jimmy!” 

And Mrs. Winthrop-Chlsholm—beir g 
sport enough—did. 
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"Milly,” he announced, "told me all • for lunch,” Milly apologised as she rose, 
about you at dinner. What did you "but I’ll bo back for afternoon tea—If 
think of that by tho way?” j you survive. And by tho way—where 

Denjiy hesitated. did you say yeur Jimmy worked?’ 

"I'll say it for you,” he offered, i That surprised Denny, but she gave 
"They all try to kill time all day the desired information, 
and finally murder It brutally at din- "Thank you,” acknowledged Milly. 
ner. I wouldn’t have appeared If wondercd lt i remembered rightly." 
Milly hadn’t ’phoned that l’d be sorry And theil wlth comroendable bllthe . 

h d ' a®* 3 - sh ® departed leaving Denise to 

VennV slanted a glance at him. 

"Say,” ehe commented, "you're a fast ' * particular to do—and all day 

little worker, aren’t you?" n ’ „ t 

"I’ve got to be." he retorted. "I’ll 11 , th,s for the bargain base- 
bet Milly will manage to tell you all ment . Denny was thinking, ’’at 
my bad points before bed time.” He '‘a® 1 there's always something doing 
laid Impulsive fingers over herB. , there." 

•‘Hold your breath!” he commanded. m * 

"The moon is about to rise!” . T?VENTUALLY she found herself 
He was the first to break the silence I \ down by the boathouso and there 
that followed. she seated herself. 

"A shooting star!” he exclaimed. "Do “He," she mused, "is Just red-headed 
you know what that’s a sign of? and stubborn enough to marry Katie 

"Sure,” retorted Denny cooly. "It’s a Kennedy to spite me, J. suppose. Well 
sign somebody’s apt to get their face —he can!” 

slapped if they don't look out.” When, an hour later, she started 

The white of his teeth flashed in a slowly back toward the house Stacy 
frankly unabashed smile. Ames suddenly appeared. 

"I like you!” he assured her buoy- “l‘ve got a new boat waiting.” he 
antly. "You're the real thing." announced Joyously. “Will you take 

"I like your nerve!” observed Denny, a ride with me?’ 

* * * * ~ ; "I’ll be ready In a Jiff,” she promised 

S TACY AMES was, in hla way, al¬ 
most irresistable. And against him 
Milly felt called upon to issue 
warning at bed time. 

"He always rushes a girl that way," 

Milly assured Denny. "Still, he’6 really 
a dear, although his mother hae done 
her best to spoil him. She was furious 
when he disappeared with you—and so 
was Granny. You see she wants me to 
marry him—■” 

"She does!” 

Milly nodded. He sort of had a crush 
on me when he came back from France 
and—well, I couldn’t see him- That was 
enough to set Granny off. Granny is 
that way. A thoroughly hateful old 
woman—but I’m kind of fond of her 
• • • My dear! What is happening* 

in the bathroom?” 

Denny looked about, startled. The 
bathroom door was Just ajar, through 
the crevice came feather wisps of steam. 

”My!” gasped Denny, "I left the 

water running-” 

Milly sprang up. “What a lark!” 
she cried. "You must have turned the 
1 steam faucet by mistake. The room 
is full of it.” 

1 The expression on Denny’s face, how¬ 
ever. made her change her tone, 
j "Don’t worry!” she advised. "We 
: can turn It off.” 

They tried. But the bath was like a 
boiler. 

"I—I almost reached lt that time,’’ 

: coughed Denny. "Perhaps next time—” 

"Let's not bother any more,” sug¬ 
gested Milly. "Til ring for Hawkins.” 

Hawkins appeared. *We want you 
1 to shut off tho steam faucet in the bath¬ 
room,” Milly commanded. 

Hawkins managed to enter the bath¬ 
room. 

"Tho faucet seems stuck.” he an¬ 
nounced and coughed. "Begging your 
pardon. Miss, I'd better shut the steam 
off downstairs and have somebody In 
the morning to fix the faucet." 

"Do so,” directed Milly. 

Then, when Hawkins had retired. 

She turned to Denny. * 

"Don’t worry—the plumbing's for- 
• ever getting out of order,” she said. 

She rose. "I’d better go to bed. Jimmy 


"Let’s.” agreed Jimmy with renew¬ 
ed buoyancy. 

This made it unanimous, save for 
the car. Its misbehavior, coupled 
with tho impertinence of the younger 
j'ot ever in evidence in tho neighbor¬ 
hood, had removed some of the sheen 
from the morning, a Sunday in May. 
Hut tho irreparable might not have 
happened if, after they had swung 
into tho Fens, a limousine had not 
rollod by. 

"Is that a Shields Double-Six?* de¬ 
manded Denny, with interest. 

.Timmy gave it an austere side 
glance. “Yep,” ho assented In a tone 
that should have warned her. 

“I’d like.” sh© murmured, "to ride 
in a car like that—if only just once!" 

"I don’t doubt it.” commented 
Jimtny unpleasantly. Then, as Denny 
looked at him wide-eyed with sur¬ 
prise. he added, "Don’t let me stop 
you !** 

Denny’s lovely eyes narrowed. "Do 
you mean you think I couldn’t get the 
chance?* she demanded, forthwith. 

"Not at all!” he retorted, but she 
knew ho meant her to believe just 
that. 


”1 wonder,” that lady suggested 
abruptly, "what you are thinking 
about all this.” 

*1 am thinking” retorted Denny 
diplomatically, "that in about five 
minutes the old alarm clock will go 
off and I’ll wake up.” 

Appreciation of that glinted briefly 
in Mrs. Winthrop-Chisholm's eyes. 

"Remember Cinderella, child,” ahe 
retorted.. "Perhaps I’m your fairy 
godmother. Anyhow the modern ver¬ 
sion of the coach and four awaits 
outside.” 

It was after all an American car, the 
the best, perhaps, but at least three 
years old. The upholstery was luxuri¬ 
ous if sedate, and the chauffeur and 
footman were smartly if somberly 
liveried. As Denny's quick glance took 
all this in. the older woman watched 
; her. 

"She’ll do.” she decided yet again. 

Then aloud: "Urn not crazy,” she an¬ 
nounced grimly. "Merely in my 
dotage. An old woman to be humored 
until she has the grace to pass on and 
; leave her money to those better fitted 
I to spend it. But—well, I'm not dead 
yet!” 

“I’ll say you’re not,” thought Denny. 

"No,” Mrs. Winthrop-Chlsholm went 
on. "I gue^s I've got enough of what 
my granddaughter calls pep to beat 
her at her own game. And that’s 
what I propose to do with your as¬ 
sistance.” 

"Now,” thought Denny, "for tho 
string." 

"What,” she demanded, "do I do?’ 

"Act natural—be yourpelf.” 

Denny gave her a direct glance. 
"Say, what do you expect; that T’ll eat 
with my knife? Am I to bo a horrible 
example generally? Is that tho big 
idea?’ 

"It might be a good one.” remarked , 
Mrs. Winthrop-Chlsholm thoughtful- ! 
ly. "Ye*—why not?’ 

"Excuse me—I’d rather go back to 
the bargain basement.” This Mrs. 1 
Winthrop-Chlsholm ignored. 

"I don’t know,” said she. "but what 
I would do well to adopt you at that’. | 
You might amuse me and that"—ever 
so grimly—"Is more than most people 
do.” 

And so they swept on to that far- 
famed millionaires’ colony that lies 
alnog the north shore, and finally to 
Exeter Pool. They stopped there in 
the village before the specialty shops. 

"We’ll get you outfitted now,” Mrs. 
Winthrop-Chlsholm said. 

Soon they wero on their way once 
more. The car turned in from tho 
state road, up a poplar-lined drive to 
the house. Denny caught her breath. 

"Egypt's Queen,” she thought. "It 
looks like the Art Museum!” 

"Now remember,” Mrs. Winthrop- 
Chlsholm reminded her, "what I ex- j 
pcct of you. You’re Irish and you have 
Irish wit. I’m counting on the com¬ 
bination to carry you through.” 

In her eyes there wan a certain hu¬ 
morous suggestion of a good Joko 
shared that kindled Denny. 

“Leave it to me,” Denny promised 
blithely. "I’ll be the limit. Say—shall 
I shake hands with the butler?’ 

The comers of Mrs. Winthrop-Chls- 
holm’s mouth twitched. "Try It!” she 
said. 

To the butler’s horror Denny did. 
He withdrew his hand as if so adder 
had bitten it. 

"Is Miss Mildred at home?" de¬ 
manded Mrs. Winthrop-Chlsholm di- 


Inside her room, however, she 
stopped short. The door to the bath¬ 
room stood open; on a rose-colored 
rug—inevitably—reposed an open bag 
of plumber’s tools. The plumber stood 
back to her, lean and lithe and Just 
six feet with his shoes on. The prob¬ 
lem in plumbing engrossed him deep¬ 
ly. he failed to hear Denny. And that 
gave her all the time she needed to 
recover herself—precisely a second. 

"Hello," said she coolly, "what nro 


A SHOOTING STAR,” HE EX 
Cl MMED. "DO YOU KNOW 
WIIAT THAT’S A SIGN OF?" 
"SIRE” RETURNED DENNY. 
"ITS A SIGN SOMEBODY’S 
ABOUT TO GET THEIR FACE 
SLAPPED.” 


exclaimed Mildred delightedly. "How 
perfectly delicious. Come along and 
tell mo all about him.” 


a glowing face toward her. 

"You made a hit!” ehe said. Tm 
going to run up and tell Granny all 
about it before I dress for dinner.” 

Denny went to ber own room. 
Spread out upon the bed was a 
smart little orchid satin frook for 
that evening and all the thing3 that 
went with it. 

From the bathroom came the sound 
of running water, and Moulton ap¬ 
peared. 

"I’ve laid out your things. Mies," 
said she austerely. It’s madam’s 
orders that I help you with your 
dressing. I’ve taken the liberty of 
drawing your bath.” 

"Did madam also suggest that you 
mako sure I wash behind my ears?” 
demanded Denny. 

Moulton managed to control her 
tongue. “Not at all,” she admitted. 

"Then please don’t try to," suggest¬ 
ed Denny. 

Eleven people waited downstairs, 
all dominated by Mrs. Winthrop- 
Chisholm, regal in black satin and 
diamonds in old-fashioned setting. 

"This,” she ^announced, "is my 
adopted granddaughter, Denise Luy- 
don.” 

The dinner itself was deadly, Mrs. 
Winthrop-Chlsholm herself setting the 


" aec ‘ Qeo ’ C HE linked her arm through Denny's 

certainly feel at homo. It looks like V) and started bark , ow , rd road _ 

a plumbers paradiBe. ster sh0 had , eft parked ln the dr)ve . 

In surrendering her to Moulton Mrs. "My Jimmy’s an artist. He’s the 
Winthrop-Chieholm had announced most awful dear—I adore him.” she 
that she herself was going to nap. confided. “What’s your Jimmy?” 

"My sole concession to age,” she "A—a plumber,” said Denny, 
had explained. "Dinner will be at "Really? Where does he work? Tell 
seven and your frocks will be here by all about him. And about your- 
six. Until then amuse yourself as you self, too!" 

choose.” I By the time they reached the Coun- 

From her window Denny was see- I try Club Milly had the details, 
ing the grounds. I "Do you mind If I tell them about 

“Quite an improvement on Me- ! the bargain basement?” she asked. 
Carthy*fl backyard,” she admitted. J "They’ll be thrilled beyond words. 

Abruptly she turned from the win- J Really!” 
dow and, emerging into the long hall l They were. They fairly besieged 


Bread Without Flour 


got a new Shields’ double-six he The wheat is prepared by a ther- 
wants to show me and’’—recklessly— ough washing,' after which operation 
“he’s got a million all right, all right, about a pint of tepid water to a. 
and the sweetest disposition. "I’m pound of grain Is added, the whole 
crazy about him already.” mixture being allowed to stand for 

To prove which, presumably, she some six hours. The grains of whear 
marched to her dressing table and having swollen to twice their size 
proceeded to powder her nose with the mixture Is then treated with yeas * 
great vigor. And there Milly, burst- and salt and is poured into the ma- 
Ing in, discovered her. chine. It falls between the thread^ 

"I've been looking everywhere for of the moving screw, which simul- 
you,” she announced. "Granny wants taneously crushes the envelope and 

to see you at once-•” body of the grain, making of them a 

The sound of metal against metal, homogeneous mixture that forms j 
from the bathroom, gave her pause. pmooth paste. 

"Has the plumber come?” she de- Bread made by this process con- 
manded quickly. And as Denny nod- tains a succession of holes, whose- 
ded she rushed on breathlessly. “Did . size increases as they approach tho 
they send your Jimmy? I gave ex- crust, which is thin. The odor given 
press orders that I wanted him and ; off is said to be most agreeable, 
no other. I had a time getting them j _ _ 


stable. If you wish-’* 

"If they were on a merry-go-round 
I might be Interested,” she cut in. 
"Go on. What else have you to offer?’ 

‘Tm sorry, miss, but that's all I 
can think of at this moment. Is there 
anything else, miss?’ 

"No,” Denny assured him. But a« 
he bowed again mischief lighted her 
eyes. "Unless you happen to have a 
piece of gum about you. I don’t often 
indulge—but I’m desperate.” 

If Hawkins had, he swallowed It— 
anyway he swallowed something. 

"I’m sorry, miss-•” 

"Oh, don’t mind!” reassured Denny. 
"I didn’t expect you would have.” 

Tho nod ehe dismissed him with 
was worthy of a princess. 

The boathouse was closed. She sur¬ 
veyed the greenhouse and garage, 
stables and kennels. 

"I wonder,” she mused, "if they 
really have a good time with all this 
or Just kid themselves Into thinking 
they do.” 

"Hello!” came a blithe voice. ‘Tve 
been looking for you.” 

Denny turned- A girl in a yellow 
sweater and sport hat, with linen 
skirt and low buckskin shoes, was 
coming toward her. She was very 
blond and very pretty. 

"I'm Mildred Chisholm,” she an¬ 
nounced. "Granny just broke the 
news to mo and I told her I’d look 
Jou up and take you over to the 
Country Club for tea.” She smiled. 
"That rather floored her, I think.” 

Denny gave Mildred a quick, search¬ 
ing glance. 

"Oh. please come!" urged Mildred. 
"Granny would thro.w a fit if we 
should become friends. She’s trying 
to scare me into submission to that 
awful will of hers by threatening to 
leave you all her money, you know. 
But I don't care If she does. I'm go¬ 
ing to marry Jimmy anyway.” 

"Jimmy?’ gasped Danny incredu¬ 
lously. j 

, "Why—ycnx’ve got a Jimmy, to#r 




Changing Color With Heat. 

EMBERS of the Physical Society 
in London wero interested at a 
recent meeting by an exhibition of 
specimens of paint which change 
their color with variations of the 
temperature. One of these paints U> 
red at ordinary temperatures, but 
turns black in a few seconds when 
warmed in front of a stove, or other 
wise heated to 206 degrees Fahren 
helt. Another paint Is yellow until 
heated to a temperature of 113 de¬ 
grees Fahrenheit, when it becomes 
dark red. They are called “heat-in¬ 
dicating paints,” but are little more 
than scientific curiosities. 


T HE room in which Denny was es¬ 
tablished. with ita soft tones of 
ellver-gray contrasting with the vivid 
rose of the rugs and the hangings, 
was exquisite enough to awe her. 

"Is there anything more I can do 


“SORRY TO HAVE BUTTED IN 
WHERE I WASN’T WELCOME,” 
JIMMIE ANNOUNCED. 










